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Mary BARDEN

Major: B.S., Biochemistry
Hometown: Coventry, Rl
Favorite PC memory: The Liberal Arts Honors trip to beautiful Rome during spring break 2009.
Favorite place on campus and why: Albertus Magnus. Including classes, labs, and two summers of research, I have probably spent
more time in that building than anywhere else on campus.
Plans for next year: In June I am headed down to Bethesda, Maryland to start a one-year research fellowship at the National Institutes of Health.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: My advice to future students is to take advantage of everything that PC has to offer.
You don't want to have any regrets when it comes time to leave.

Amanda

Bebrin

Major: French/Secondary Education
Hometown: Vernon, CT
Favorite PC memory: Four years of strange, late-night discussions with my roommates, trips to Wickenden for sushi, spring break'07 in Spain,
family dinners at Ray...too many memories to pick just one!
Favorite place on campus and why: Upper quad when the weather gets warm.. Sunshine? Quad sports? Plenty of people to creep on? What could be better?
Plans for next year: Finding a job teaching French at a middle or high school.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Don't panic. We'll figure it out. Never do anything that would turn a jury against you.

Katie CALIVA

Major: Humanities, Writing Minor
Hometown: Syracuse, NY
Favorite PC memory: I had a wonderful four years here. It is impossible to isolate a single moment as my favorite.
Favorite place on campus and why: There is a rock on the Al Mag side of the library; I love to sit there and read when the weather is nice.
Plans for next yean I will be spending one year studying ancient languages at Georgetown University. In fall 2011, I will begin courseworkfora doctorate in classics.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Take advantage of this city: instead of making lists of places you would like to go or things
you would like to do, actually make it happen. Four years goes by faster than you realize.

Ryann

Dillon

Major: Quantitative Economics, Mathematics and Finance Minors
Hometown: Downington, PA
Favorite PC memory: Exploring the Dore basement with my new friends in the beginning of freshman year.
Favorite place on campus and why: The Fennel Quad when it's warm because it gets a lot of sun, the grass is soft, and there are always a lot of people.
Plans for next year: Leadership Development Program at Sun Life Financial in Wellesley, MA.
Advice for the Class of T 0 and future students: Laugh at the good times and the bad times. Just keep giving everything you have and things
will work out somehow. Make time to have fun, even if it's just a 3 minute dance break with your roommates while studying for finals.

Katie FOOTE

Major: Applied Physics & Physics/Secondary Education
Hometown: Farmington, CT
Favorite PC memory: Annual picnic on Father Shanley's lawn with my roommates each spring.
Favorite place on campus and why: The pool- I'm there almost every day swimming off stress, brainstorming ideas for papers and doing laps with friends.
Plans for next year: PhD program at North Carolina State University in Physics Education Research.
Advice for the Class of'10 and future students: Don't procrastinate- if you keep ahead of your school work, you can guiltlessly take
advantage of random activities that come along.

Meredith Gregory
Major: Political Science, and Spanish Minor
Hometown: Warwick, Rl
Favorite PC memory: My favorite would have to be attending different events and activities at PC throughout these four years (games, concerts, events, etc.).
Favorite place on campus and why: Anyplacwe outside.The lawn in front of Slavin is a great place to sit with friends, do homework, and enjoy the weather!
Plans for next year: I will be attending law school to study international law. I am currently making my final law school decisions.
Advice for the Class of'10 and future students: Appreciate your time here at PC, and always remember what you have learned here in your
future endeavors.

Sarah HARPER

Major: Social Work
Hometown: Kensington, MD
Favorite PC memory: Everything involving Urban Action.
Favorite place on campus and why: Ray, especially during exam week, and St. Patrick's Day.
Plans for next year: Grad school to get my Masters at University of Maryland.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Keep in touch!

Ashley Hinners

Major: Elementary/Special Education
Hometown: Meriden, CT
Favorite PC memory: This year's parents weekend, my roommates and I actually cleaned our house and had a huge cocktail party with all of our parents.
Favorite place on campus and why: McPhails. I love getting together with my classmates to have a good time and to unwind on the weekends.
Plans for next year: I am currently looking for teaching positions at local elementary schools back home. I would love to have my own first or
second grade classroom next year.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: To the class of 2010, enjoy these last few weeks together. To future students, make the most
of your time at PC and have no regrets — time goes by far too fast.

Katie KROUSE
Major: English/Secondary Education
Hometown: Downers Grove, IL
Favorite PC memory: Taking dance-party study breaks with the roomies.
Favorite place on campus and why: My Purple Fuzzy Chair because it has magic powers.
Plans for next year: Loyola University Chicago for master's degree in English Literature.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Stay in school, don't do drugs.
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Some of this year's Summa Cum Laude students share their PC memories
Lindsay PALAZZI

Major: Spanish/Humanities, Italian Minor
Hometown: Longmeadow, MA
Favorite PC memory: When Mike Braun and Mike Facey brought ground beef to Ray on a Friday during Lent to make hamburgers on
the panini machines.
Favorite place on campus and why: McPhails, because I get to see everyone in one night.
Plans for next year: Teaching English as a foreign language in Spain
Advice for the Class of'10 and future students: Do what you love, or else you'll be miserable!

Rebecca Racine
Major: French/Secondary Education
Hometown: Holliston, MA
Favorite PC memory: Snowday Bananagrams tournaments and baking adventures with my roommates!
Favorite place on campus: Chapel Basement
Plans for next year: I'll be studying French language and culture for 5 weeks at the University of Quebec at Chicoutimi this summer, and I'll
(hopefully!) be teaching high school French in MA in the fall.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Don't forget to find the good things in every day and always remember to smile!

Lauren RILEY
Majors: Economics and Political Science
Hometown: Mystic, CT
Favorite PC memory: Senior Nights in McPhails!
Favorite place on campus and why: Senior Nights in McPhails!
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Stay true to yourself; know who you are and where you came from; you are all amazing
people with such bright futures and I can't wait to see all the good things you do with your lives!

Mark Scirocco
Major: Philosophy
Hometown: Florham Park, NJ
Favorite PC memory: Studying Flannery O’Connor's "Hillbilly Thomism" with Dr. Brian Barbour.
Favorite place on campus and why: The Center for Catholic and Dominican Studies. It's a great place to work and study.
Plans for next year: Studying Law at George Mason University in Arlington, Virginia.
Advice for the Class of'10 and future students: “I don't know the key to success, but the key to failure is trying to please everybody." - Bill

Kerrie STEWART

Major: Music Education
Hometown: North Reading, MA
Favorite PC memory: The pep band trip to the Big East tournament The basketball team won their first game, giving the band three all-expense paid days down in NYC.
Favorite place on campus and why:The Smith Center for the Arts. I have spent a good amount of time in Smith during my four years at PC, and many of
my closest friendships have developed because of my music classes, rehearsals, and time spent practicing.
Plans for next year: I will be teaching music in a public school somewhere in northern Massachusetts or southern New Hampshire.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Never lose sight of your goals, but always make sure to take time to enjoy the journey.

Kristin Tougias
Major: English
Hometown: Franklin, MA
Favorite PC memory: impossible to distinguish just one, but if I have to—Halloween at PC.
Favorite place on campus: McVinney.. .where it all began.
Plans for next year: To break into TV broadcasting and/or get a book published.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Maximize every minute you're at Providence. Seize EVERY opportunity to network both
socially and professionally—the relationships you make here will be invaluable. And lastly: keep a journal.

John VAGHI
Major: Marketing, Studio Art Minor
Hometown: Woodbury, CT
Favorite PC memory: All of them.
Favorite place on campus and why: Any place where there's good company. In my experience the best of them usually hang out in Slavin
G05, Cafe 412, Davis 401 beta, the Off-Campus Living office, and anywhere that you can get a cup of coffee.
Plans for next yean Developing web sites fora marketing agency, opening a s'mores restaurant by 28, and having my face on the side ofa plane by 35.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: If you ever have the opportunity to go someplace nice off campus to eat, never
choose a restaurant at the mall. This city offers far too much in the way of dining to squander a nice meal on the Cheesecake Fac
tory. Ladies, give me a call next time you're in the mood for some memorable Providence fare. I'll show you around.

Elizabeth Weber
Major: Philosophy
Hometown: East Longmeadow, MA
Favorite PC memory: Gv, my 21 st birthday, 9 PM Mass, my office, taking walks around campus with friends, Honors program spring breaks, Smith Fellow
ship summer, altar serving, 2007 World Series, winning College Bowl, Dore Day, visits from my family
Favorite place on campus and why: The third floor of Dore Hall, Harkins 103, Sowa 162, and St. Dominic Chapel
Plans for next year: Graduate school
Advice for the Class of T 0 and future students: Be open to God's grace, and trust in God's loving Providence.

Teresa WHITE

Major: Music Education
Hometown: Brookfield, CT
Favorite PC memory: Performing with PC's music ensembles. I will miss all my friends in the music department!
Favorite place on campus and why: The Smith Center for the Performing Arts. I have learned so much from my classes there, and have spent a
great deal of my time there over the past four years. I have always been able to see friends there, hear music, and attend great concerts and recitals.
Plans for next year: Hopefully finding a job teaching music in an elementary school.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Never forget to be thankful for your friends, families, and anyone who shows kindness.

Jeremiah
Major: Philosophy
Hometown: Georgia, VT
Favorite PC memory: Erik Gravel's baptism at the 2010 RCIA Mass
Favorite place on campus and why: Dore Hall, just because.
Plans for next year: Teaching high school, location to be determined.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Don't panic, trust in the Holy Spirit. Take advantage of the rare opportunity to attend Masscelebrated by the best homilists in the universal Church- any time of the day, any day of the week.
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by John Vaghi '10
Editor-in-Chief Emeritus

Swan Song
My dad graduated from PC in 1975
and, before shipping me off freshman
year, he commented about how fast the
whole 'college' experience goes by. He
told me that, as a freshman, he stood
out on the Aquinas quad one night and
wondered how he'd ever be able to
make it through four years of school;
the unfamiliarity, the work, the stress,
the long nights and starting all over
again at the bottom of the ladder. But
by the time he was a senior; he stood
out at the same spot on the quad and
wondered where the hell those four
years had gone. When first he told me
this I smiled politely and shrugged it
off since, as a naive freshman, I was
under the impression that college
would be the longest four years of my
life, and that everyday would be an
uphill battle. Needless to say it's been
a battle, but I found myself standing
out on the Aquinas quad recently
wondering the exact same thing that
my dad had 35 years ago: where the
hell did those four years go?
I guess you could say that a lot of
them went into The Cowl and, seeing
as this is my last contribution to it,

man that you always were, driving us
places in your obnoxious truck and
putting up with my absurdly late nights
for four years.
Thank you The Cowl, for being a giant
time leech and allowing me to channel my
creative capacities into something useful.
Thank you Lizz for introducing yourself
as my long lost cousin at freshman
orientation and for being the 'responsible'
PC Vaghi during our tenure. Thank you
Chris and Pete for all the practical jokes,
mind games and double standards that
you always argued would ultimately
make me a better person. I'm eagerly
waiting for that to happen.
Thank you Katie for being the most
infuriatingly lovable person I've ever
met and for your uncanny ability to
interpret all of the inane things I try to
say. Thank you Katrina for constantly
glowing with the radiance of a thousand
suns and for your flawless translation
of 'the look.' Thank you Kyle for being
such a nice guy and for getting me
hopelessly addicted to horse racing.
Thank you Mango for those strange
trips to IHOP and for being one of my
quirkiest and best friends. Thank you
Fish for being my priory mass buddy
and for you obsession with "heaving the
bee." Thank you James for giving into
my blackmail threats and letting me do
that graphic for The Cowl sophomore

I WISH I KNEW THEN WHAT I DO NOW
BUT AM NOW WHAT I WAS THEN
I'd like to thank everyone who made
the last four years what they were.
There were good times, bad times,
free times, fun times, paid times, crazy
times, frustrating times and those ever
coveted lazy times: but I can appreciate
the fact that they were always real.
So thank you mom and dad for
paying for college when I could have
easily gone to UConn for a lot less
(also, thank you dad for raising me a
Providence fan so I didn't end up at
UConn with 90% of my high school).
Thank you Matt for keeping me up to
speed on all the best television shows
and torrenting all those discographies
so I didn't have to. Thank you Anthony
for remaining the same stubborn old

year and for waking me up at 8 a.m. the
day before Civ final and making me run
that half-marathon.
Thank you Richy for being the epitome
of everything that I was looking for as a
mentor when I came to PC: you really are
one of the brightest lights at this school.
Thank you Sue for letting me use that
funny picture of you in my marketing
project and for putting up with all of
my antics. Thank you Paula for being a
'hip' nun and for being one of The Scowl's
biggest fans. Thank you Meaghan for
being as obsessed with DMB as I was and
for those wild times in Stamford.
Thank you Catherine for the Domo,
Deanna for spreading the Dexter love,
Ringo for the GC trips including that

Peter,Chris and John. After Peter was misquoted in The Cowl freshman year he vowed to
never read it ever again.

epic three times in two days debacle,
Longo for keeping the secret (?), Vals
for applying the mermaid zombie
makeup in Austin, Prez for the
awesome shirt, Dan for reciprocating
my love for Chevy Chase and for
the word "ragtag," Nahuel for your
brashness and creativity, Dr. A for
tweaking my Ethics grade and for
bending my hrain more than any other
class has, Arman for those awkward
texts and for the laughs we all had
about that sonnet anagram, Slavin for
being such a bro, Rachel for all the Art
History handouts, Lynn for all those
great elementary school conversations,
Emma for finally getting me to respond
to emails, Kelly for the website that
took us three years to finish, Jill for
the caramel rice crispy treats, Devin
for never, ever being sloppy, Joy
Street for the quarters, Annmarie for
being the lovable Mets fan with the
contagious personality, Ali for the ice
cream I someday hope to get, Mary for
taking me under your wing, Victoria
for making the Info Desk informative
for once, Tompkins for that awesome
Kansas City wedgie, Mr. L for all of
your horribly inappropriate remarks
during class, Tracy for never being

able to spell anything, Pat for being
able to spell everything, Jazzman's for
waking me up daily, Jenn for laughing
at my Canada joke, and Sara for taking
over my EIC duties and allowing me
to finally sleep on Wednesday nights.
I know that this list is far from
complete and, as much as I'd love to
traipse down memory lane forever, I
think that I hear the bells of the real world
beginning to toll in the distance. I just
want everyone to know that this whole
'college'experience.. .well it's just a bunch
of people and things and events that just
happen to all meet at a particular time in
a particular place along the way. And I'm
so grateful for the way that all of those
things have met up for me.
But in the end, the end is different
for everyone. All of us are graduating
from PC but we're scattering off into the
world along various and sundry paths of
different opacities and lengths. I always
liked to think that life was like a roller
coaster and that college is just one of the
steeper parts of the track. The higher
you go, the further you drop. But that
drop ultimately gives you the strength
to rise up again. I think that's actually
called momentum, or something. But
whatever it is, it's fun as hell.

Saying Goodbye is Part of Growing Up
by Kathryn Caliva '10
Associate Editor-in-Chief Emeritus

Swan Song
The other day, I overheard a
group of sophomores in the library
talking about Civ, and how excited
they were to be almost done with it.
They speculated on t-shirt designs,
how lame the barbeque would be,
and how odd it was to register for
five classes. I saw myself in those
sophomores: I was sat in the library
and had a similar conversation
(although, I was slightly less thrilled
to be done with Civ than the average
PC student). I know that it was two
years ago, but it does not really feel
like four semesters have passed
since I was holed up in a boiling hot
Feinstein 315 listening to lectures
on communism, and counting how
many times my team referenced
Hegel, despite the fact that we never
read him. I think about the end of
sophomore year and I can recall so
many vivid details; but then I look

at who I am now, and I start to
understand how much time really
has passed.
This is not going to be a candid
account of my growth, because this is
not my story. The emotions churning
within me are not very different
from any other senior. We have lived
different lives, run in different social
circles, and taken different courses;
but all of those things are ending now.
In a little over two weeks, we will
walk across the same stage, wearing
the same alb and the same tassel.
Yes, I will be wearing cords that
show my involvement with The Cowl,
but the pangs that I feel leaving this
newspaper are not all that different
from the way other seniors feel at the
end of their tenure in various student
organizations. Saying goodbye, and
hating every minute of it, is a shared
part of being a senior. We shared Civ
for two years as underclassmen, and
now we share this.
It is hard to say goodbye. I felt it
a little bit when I graduated from
high school, have felt it a little bit

more with each class that I watched
graduate from PC. Last year, when
the Class of 2009 took its leave, I was
convinced that nothing would ever
be the same. And I was right, but this
was not the bleak academic year that
I thought it would be. John Vaghi '10
is not Mary Pelletier '09, but that does

sacred trust. He said it at the very first
Editorial Board meeting that I attended
in Fall 2007, but I did not understand
what he meant until Wednesday, April
21, 2010. That was the night that I
looked into the office of The Cowl, and
saw that the seeds that I sowed with my
colleagues, and with our predecessors,

SAYING GOODBYE, AND HATING EVERY MINUTE OF IT,
IS A SHARED PART OF BEING A SENIOR
not mean that he is less of an Editorin-Chief than she was. It was privilege
to work with both of them. It has been
a privilege to work with all the editors
past, present, and future of The Cowl.
Yes, I have worked with the future
too. I know that the freshmen and
sophomores who were staff writers
and assistant editors this year, are
going to grow into fantastic editors
and leaders. The 2009-2010 Editorial
Board is being replaced, and that is a
wonderful thing.
This paper is, as our illustrious
and beloved advisor likes to tell us, a

were bearing fruit. I looked at them
and knew that I was not needed. It was
a realization accompanied by sadness,
but also with hope.
I saw myself in that office, just
as I saw myself in the sophomores
celebrating the end of Civ. So much
has changed since I joined The Cowl
staff as a freshman; so much has
changed for all members of the
Class of 2010 over the last four years.
But as hard as it is to say goodbye,
it is comforting to know that the
vacancies that we leave will be filled
by the eager and talented future.

April 29, 2010

Commencement Issue

The Cowl Is My Constant
by Matt Longobardi TO
Managing Editor Emeritus

Photographic Swan song
The Cowl has undoubtedly been one
of the best things I have been a part
of at Providence College. It is no big
secret that I have generally not been
super happy here, or at least that I
tend to disagree with a lot about this
institution; however, I know that these
four years would have been very

different had I not drifted by The Cowl
table at the fall '06 involvement fair.
Even as a freshman staff photographer I
knew being on staff was great, but what
I did not realize was how the paper
would gradually come to dictate my
schedule every week, and in many ways
my whole life at PC. After four years
here my whole world seems to revolve
around The Cowl, my closest friends
are on staff, and those friends who are
not, always seem to congregate around
the newspaper anyway. I've actually
never written in The Cowl before, like a

lot of people on the staff, most of my
contributions have been behind the
scenes.
Rather than ramble more, I
decided wrap this up with a series of
photographs, of a few of my favorite
fellow seniors on The Cowl (and
honorary staffers).
[I have to offer a quick apology to those
people, on staff and not, who weren't
around these few times I decided to stick
a camera in my friend's faces, despite
being a photographer, I don't take enough
pictures of my friends.]
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What We’ll
Miss Most
by Katrina Davino TO
Head Copy Editor Emeritus
and Matt Longobardi TO
Managing Editor Emeritus

FOOD MEMORIES
One of the most important lessons we
learned early on in our collective college
career is that a great deal of time is well
spent off campus. Exploring the city of
Providence, beyond the gates and beyond
the mall, is an excellent way to break the
monotony of work and class and our
entire PC experience may have fallen flat
without it. In some ways, we will miss this
city more than this school. This is our list of
the places we will miss the most: the places
we have depended on for food, drink, and
company over the past four years, the
places we have come to love.

Spike's Junkyard Dogs / Anthony's Deli
It is painful to our wallets that such
delicious food exists within such a small
radius of campus. Spike's and Anthony's
share a special place in our stomachs as
tried and true places for fantastic food with
a wide selection. At Spike's Matt's choice
is the veggie Reuben dog, while Katrina
always goes for the German Shepherd dog
(classic sauerkraut and spicy mustard). It
is also an easy choice at Anthony's: The
Veggie Delite sandwich (fried eggplant,
mozzarella, and vegetables on Italian
baguette) is so good we have never
ordered anytiling else.
Taqueria Pacifica
A posthumous shoutout must go
to Taqueria Pacifica, the Mexican
restaurant that used to share space with
the bar at AS220. It has been lonely on
Empire Street without delicious veggie
tacos and burritos, food so good that our
friend once ate leftovers off a stranger's
plate. RIP Pacifica, we miss you.

We’re So Laid Back We're Horizontal
by Katrina Davino '10
Head Copy Editor Emeritus

SWAN SONG
I have it on record that The Cowl has
been called a cult at least once. I can't
say I blame the person who made that
statement for feeling that way, as there
is something clearly illogical about a
group of people willing to sit staring at
computers or hunched over pages of
copy until four in the morning every
Wednesday night. These people spend
hours upon hours in a windowless office
in the forgotten comer of Slavin, arguing
seriously over Oxford commas and sans
serif fonts. They live on nothing but
coffee, Advil, and hours-old pizza.
They have also been one of the most
fulfilling parts of my college experience.
After three years on The Cowl, I still
find it incredible that we manage to put
out a paper every week, at a school that
has very little interest in journalism and a
lot of interest in looking good. The paper
you hold in your hand (or scroll through
online) is the product of the efforts of
over 100 people who spent hours and
hours writing, editing, designing, and
putting together the pieces to create an
actual newspaper. The people who do
these jobs are some of the most dedicated,
intelligent, and friendly people I have
ever had the pleasure of meeting. They
will be the ones I miss most of all.

To the writers: I will miss reading you. I
apologize if you were ever offended by my
edits or if I ever seemed really creepy by
recognizing you from your writing alone.
To my office buddies: Wednesday (and
Thursday) nights will never be the same
without you. I don't know how a group of
people so different and so sassy could come
to love The Cowl and one another as much
as we have. I thank all of you so much for
being my family over the past few years.

More specifically, but more briefly
than Vaghi:
To Pat: thank you for your unwavering
insistence that it is the Department of
English, not the English Department. I
couldn't have asked for a better partner.
To Maryclaire: thank you for always
writing fun, entertaining articles that
brightened up your section.
To Jenny: thank you for keeping us
updated on world news.
To Nicole: thank you for creating
beautiful images in your essays that
brought me into a romantic world of
yellowed typewritten letters.
To Dan Ollquist: thank you for being
kind and friendly and for hiring writers
who made our job easy.
To Dev: thank you for being a writer
I loved to read, for going to all those
Congress meetings, and for showing me
the emu in The Wizard ofOz.

To Katie: thank you for your
constant levelheadedness and your
ability to love people—you are an
example that anyone at this school
should be honored to imitate.
To Vaghi: thank you for your
graphic genius and the way you make
us laugh. You glow with the radiance
of a thousand suns.
To Matt: thank you for being
the one willing to smack us with
staplers and save us with your food
connections on Wednesday nights.
Your rebellion against that orange
fence inspired a stronger generation
of Cowlers.
To Richy: Thank you for always
being on our side. Your support
makes us so much more confident
in ourselves as individuals and as a
collective unit and we couldn't put
the issue out every week without you.
To the rest of my copy editors:
keep up the hard work. You are the
backbone of this paper and it is your
effort that makes us look so good.
Make sure we have a spot on the
bulletin board and keep being the
best non-writing staff ever.
To the underclassmen: You are the
future. Keep our sacred Tamagotchi
safe. Love it as much as we have and
it will all be worth it in the end. And
most importantly, go to 412 every
Thursday night.

Tealuxe
Katrina first visited Tealuxe during the
second weekend of freshman year, and
immediately fell in love. Since then we
have both spent countless hours drinking
mugs or glasses of hot or iced tea,
depending on the season, thankful for the
limited and less overwhelming choices
provided by the daily brews. Tealuxe
lends the perfect environment for talking,
people-watching, playing board games,
and spending time with friends. It is
friendly and warm and has remained one
of our favorite places in all of Providence.
Julian's
Julian's, hidden down on Broadway,
requires a car or bike to get to but is
entirely worth theeffortif you can find the
transportation. Both of us celebrated our
21st birthdays at Julian's because of the
exceptional beer selection, adventurous
menu, and eccentric atmosphere. Brunch
and dinner are both worth the probable
wait. Our words cannot express how
unique this restaurant is, and it is easily
one of our favorite spots in Providence.

Cafe 412
It's not the delicious food or craft beer
selection we are going to miss the most
about 412, although a four-cheese pizza
washed down with a Harpoon IPA is not
so bad. Thursday evenings for the last
two years have meant our closest friends
from The Cowl gathering around a table
at 412 for food, drink, a dissection of our
most recent issue, and a reflection on
another week gone by. In every city we
will find superb food and drink, but 412
and these other restaurants represent the
amazing time we have spent with our
friends over the years. These endlessly
valuable experiences are what we will
miss most of all.
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ANOTHER SATISFIED CUSTOMER
by Andy Kowal '10
Commentary Staff

Swan Song
It is a surreal experience, sitting
down and trying to figure out how
to sum up my Providence College
career in only a few words. When I
joined The Cowl at the beginning of
my sophomore year I thought I had
all the time in the world and now I
am writing my last article for the
paper. I have had so many good
experiences here and now its time to
say goodbye.
I have met so many great people at
the school (professors and students
alike.) I joined Amnesty International
my freshman year of school and now
I'm graduating as the President of that
great club. I have met so many people
through Amnesty that are dedicated
to helping others and making people
pay attention. I've learned so much
about crises throughout the world and
has made me appreciate how lucky I
am to be born and live in America. It
is an experience I will never forget.
When looking for a club to join
freshman year I applied to The Cowl
on a whim. I did not hear back until
the beginning of my sophomore
year when they asked me to be a
commentary writer. Since then I
have been fortunate enough to be

one of a handful of people who
get to express their views in print
every week. I met really interesting
people with differing ideas from me
but I always respected them and I
feel that they respected me as well.
I want to especially thank Shannon
Obey and Jackie Kramer for hiring
me and Maryclaire Dugre and Chris
Slavin for being fantastic and very
supportive editors.
Never once
did they tell me I could not print
something I had written and for
that, and many other things, I am
very grateful.
The best thing I ever did at PC
was join Special Guest, the all-male
a cappella group. I have met some
of the most talented individuals
through a cappella and just some
of the all-around greatest guys
you could ever meet. I have had
the time of my life performing,
rehearsing, and really just hanging
out with these guys. I would say I
am going to miss them but I know
I will see them. Just this weekend
three of the guys from SG that
graduated over two years ago came
back and it was just like old times.
I am pretty confident I won't go too
long without seeing most of them.
I hope the people who have come
to our concerts or bought a song-ogram at Valentine's Day (you know
you loved it) really enjoyed it and
appreciated our efforts. If it was

Things the Friars Don't Tell You
by Kaly Thayer '10
Portfolio Staff

Swan Song
When I first came to Providence
College, the Friars told me a bunch
of things as they walked backward
around campus wearing their strange
white blazers (which still remind me
of a country club bartender's uniform).
They told me that I would meet
professors at McPhail's for a beer, that I
would take the RIPTA downtown into
the city all the time, and that I would
study in the Chapel basement and
participate in extramural sports.
They were entirely wrong: the only
time a professor ever bought me a beer
was at Trinity Brewhouse. I took the
bus to get away from campus rather
than to go toward the city. I very rarely
felt welcome in the Chapel basement
and I was a founding member of
every activity I engaged in on campus
because for some reason no one
thought ballroom dance team, a Karate
club, or a fencing club were worth
campus time or dollars.
The Friars told me I would love
living in my dorm - I ran off campus
as soon as I could. They told me
I would spend hours in Ray with
my friends - I prefer studying and
hanging out at AS220 downtown.
They told me I would love Thayer
Street - all my favorite restaurants are
on Wickenden, which has everything
from
sushi
to
Cambodian
to
vegetarian and back again. They told
me I could talk to my RA whenever
I wanted, about anything I wanted,
and she would keep everything
confidential—I remember walking in
on her gossiping with my roommates
freshman year about my problems.
The bottom line is that you should
never listen to the commercials, even
when they're wearing shiny white
blazers and look like they might offer
to bring you a mint julep any second.
However, what they don't tell you
is just as important as what they do:
I love my off campus hangouts, the

adventures I find at the end of bus or
train routes, the time I spend lying on
my balcony looking up at the stars or
watching the sun rise. These are the
things the Friars don't tell you, but
they have nonetheless been a huge part
of my experience at PC.
They don't tell you what it's like to see
a friend's band perform and absolutely
fall in love with the music; they don't tell
you that there is an entire row of shelves
in the library dedicated to demonology;
they don't tell you that Fennell is the
easiest dorm to sneak in an out of after
pariatals; they don't tell you that when
your favorite professor becomes a father
it's ok to give his child a stuffed dragon
for Christmas. They don't tell you these
things, and really they ought to.
They don't tell you that The Cowl's
Portfolio staff is one of the greatest
staffs on the newspaper who gets
together outside of the office for dinner
and love hanging out with each other.
They don't tell you that 7/11 has these
things called cheeseburger dogs that
are the most amazing cure for the 2am
munchies. They don't tell you what it's
like to start writing a novel at midnight
on Halloween with a dozen friends, all
of you on more caffeine than is healthy
and eventually looking bleary-eyed
up from your keyboards to watch the
sun come up on November first, the
beginning of National Novel Writing
Month. They don't tell you what it's like
to fall asleep on someone's shoulder in
a movie theater after sneaking in to
watch five movies in a day one right
after the other because you can only
afford to pay for one.
But really, I think if they tried, they'd
screw the wwords up anyway.
So hats off to the next generation of
students who refuse the lies the Friars
feed them, and those who discover that
the real PC experience has to be found,
fought for and earned. To you rebels,
disillusioned and hungry, I say find ye
a bus and a few dollars, the wee hours
of the night and some energy drinks,
because there's far more to be found at
Providence College than anyone in a
white blazer can explain.

not for SG I would not have met the
people that I consider to be some of
my best friends and for that I am
truly grateful.
One more plug of thanks.
Choosing a major was tough.
When I came in as a freshman I
was undecided. I thought I might
want to become a doctor (mostly
because I like ER and House.) Then
I realized doctors have to do math
so that plan flew out the window
and I settled on Political Science.
I say "settled" but I do not mean
to put it down. I believe it is the
perfect major for me and I love the
community I get to be a part of.
Working in the department this
year as a research assistant has
given me a chance to really get to
know some other students in the
major and professors too.
I am
especially happy I got a chance to
learn with Fr. Ed Cleary. I don't
think it would be too much an
exaggeration to say that he is a
world renowned expert on human
rights issues in Latin America. I
have never met any one who is
more intelligent or has a bigger
heart than Fr. Cleary and I'm proud
I got to know him. I also want to
thank Dr. Rick Battistoni, the chair
of poly sci, for encouraging me to
apply for a research scholarship
to apply what I have learned into
actual social science that can be

used to affect our community. I
have never met anyone more
excited to get students actively
involved in what they are learning
and I'm forever grateful to him. I
can go on and on because I truly
love the poly sci faculty and have
learned so much from each of them
(even if I've never had them in
class.)
Is Providence College perfect?
Absolutely not. Parietals and the
new alcohol policy are misguided
and ridiculous. The part of the
surrounding neighborhood makes
you feel like you're at the corner
of "I'm gonna rob you" and
Stabville.
The housing selection
is unnecessarily
difficult
and
burdensome.
The food in Ray
(while I wouldn't say disgusting)
is nonetheless sub-par. You have
to sell a kidney to afford this
place unless you can dribble a
basketball. And we lack any real
form of diversity. That being said
do I wish I went somewhere else?
Absolutely not.
When I remember college I
will remember the people I have
met there and the experiences we
had. Some were good, some were
bad but I would not trade them in
for anything in the world. I have
received an excellent education and
met great friends. What more can
you ask of college?

Living Door-to-Door
by Maryclaire Dugre '10
Commentary Editor Emeritus

Swan Song
On one of my first nights at my
Eaton Street apartment, my roommate
and I smashed down the back door.
We had gone out and forgotten the
key. It was raining, and only a flimsy,
Home Depot hunk of wood separated
us from shelter and the rest of our
beers. In our desperation, we made
use of a nearby hammer and our
momentary vigor and voila!—we were
in. Unfortunately, our landlady was
none too impressed with our crisis
management skills; she threatened
eviction and slapped a $500 bill on our
tab for a replacement door. We've yet
to pay it, avoiding her as best we can
and changing the subject when it does
arise. But as the lease draws to a close,
we know the waiting game is over and
we'll have to pay up soon. One can't
live forever on borrowed time—or in
this case, borrowed doors.
In a lot of ways, college is like living
on borrowed time. Like so many other
freshmen, I arrived at Providence
College an undeclared major with
little idea of what I wanted to do.
Actually, I knew exactly what I wanted
to do—I'd had a structured plan up to
this point and now that I had been
accepted to college I wanted to relax
and enjoy what I always assumed was
the "college" experience. Life didn't
really start until I graduated, so I was
going to eat all the pizza I could, sleep
away all my Saturdays, and swipe
my magic PC ID card until it stopped
getting me free food and gym access. I
had knocked down the door to college
life, and I planned on hanging a "Do
Not Disturb" sign on the knob and
kicking back on the Quad until I was
forced to leave.
But then The Cowl happened and
suddenly I wasn't in a languid limbo

anymore. I was writing articles every
other week and when I wasn't writing
them I was thinking about what I would
write about. I had deadlines and a
responsibility to something other than
my usual barstool at Louie's. I declared
a major in English and thought I might
like to write after college; and then I
became the Commentary Editor and
knew I wanted to write. By the end of
my sophomore year I had found an
identity and a point of reference at PC.
I've loved every minute of it.
The Cowl has showed me how it
feels to be part of something bigger
than myself. I know that all the late
Wednesday nights I've spent in that
dungeon of an office will amount to
more than just a premature need for
reading glasses. They've introduced
me to a wonderful group of people
and laid the groundwork for a lifelong
connection to Providence College. As
long as The Cowl continues to function,
I'll be eagerly checking the Web site
every Thursday. Through The Cowl,
I've unknowingly become part of a
tradition that might make leaving this
place a little sadder, but a little less
final as well.
So to you underclassmen wiling
away your time between the weekends,
remember that college doesn't have
to feel like living on borrowed time.
Join a club—preferably the illustrious
Commentary Staff—and invest yourself
in something that will continue to be
rewarding long after your arteries can
handle Buff Chick pizza. I'll be leaving
through a figurative door soon and
paying for a literal one, but though my
checkbook may regret the latter, I'll feel
better about the former because of my
time at The Cowl. I offer my sincerest
apologies to my landlady, my deepest
thanks to the Commentary Staff and
the Editorial Board for making my
experience well worth it, and muchdeserved congratulations to the Class
of 2010!
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PeaCing Out
by Devin Murphy '10
News Editor Emeritus

Swan Song
Four years ago I did not want to come
to Providence College. I was positive that
I was going to a different college, but
changed my mind for some strange reason
in May of my senior year of high school. I
still can't tell you why I decided to come to
school here. My decision to come here was
probably the most impetuous decision of
my life, and through most of my freshman
year I was positive that it was the wrong
decision. By the end of my first semester
I was even beginning to compile a list of
transfer schools and investigating their
application processes. In the end I did not
send out any applications.
I ultimately decided to stay at PC for
one reason: The Cowl. During the second
semester of my freshman year I was
hired as a News staff writer. Being hired
for The Cowl changed my entire college
career. I suddenly found myself always
busy instead of having idle afternoons
and evenings. Each story introduced
me to a new person on campus, many
of whom I have talked to time and time
again since. My confidence soared and I
started to see that I was not the misfit on
campus. I just needed to find the right
people to put me at ease.
Over the past four years I have worked
closely with some of the best and brightest
people at PC. I spend about just as much
time with the Editorial Board of The
Cowl as I do with my own roommates.
Actually, I probably spend more time
with them. And as a result my roommates
hate The Cowl because it's usually all I
can talk about, but they have graciously
put up with me. Ever since sophomore
year my roommates have been missing
one person in our various residences on
campus on Wednesday evenings (and
Monday and Tuesday evenings as well).
Putting out a newspaper each week is
exhausting. I have been severely sleep
deprived for three years. Usually, on
Thursday mornings when everything is
put to bed and I finally leave the office for
good after arriving there on Wednesday
afternoons, my eyes are bleary from
looking at a computer screen and making
corrections, and adjusting the layout for
hours on end. Do not get me wrong—I
am not complaining. I have loved every

minute that I have been a part of The Cowl.
The basement office with no windows,
and a squirrel on the loose in the ceiling, is
by far my favorite place to be on campus.
I love working down there each day, but
it would have been much harder to love if
I was not surrounded by the best group of
people I know for every second of it.
I have watched three classes graduate
before me. I have had friends in each of
the classes, most of them I met through
The Cowl. They helped me become a
confident editor, and are still my friends.
The seniors on staff this year are special.
We have been working together for so
long, it's impossible to imagine what
my life is going to be like without seeing
them everyday in the coming years. We
have formed the perfect support group.
I trust Pat and Katrina to catch any
mistakes my eyes miss. I trust Longo to
help me get the perfect picture and make
sure everything runs smoothly each
week. I trust Katie to look at everything
objectively and talk through any problem
with me. I trust Vaghi to make sure that
everything is aesthetically pleasing. And
I trust all of the other editors I work with
to make the rest of the paper the best it
can be, section by section.
I spend about 12 hours each
Wednesday with them. Sometimes we
can have differing opinions on things
and become frustrated with each other,
but on Thursday there are no other
people with whom I would rather
celebrate another successful issue. It is
difficult to spend that much time with
the same people and still be able to laugh
and talk to each other every day.
It is very difficult to leave something that
you have worked so hard on for so long. I
have forgotten that Tire Cowl is Providence
College's student-run newspaper, not mine.
The only thing that I ask of the younger
classes is not to take our campus newspaper
for granted. It is something to be proud of.
It will always be here to serve you, and it is
always willing to listen to students.
This will be the last piece I will write
for The Cowl. It makes me sad that I will
no longer be doing what I love for a
publication that I love. But, I know that
we are leaving it in more than capable
hands. We are all extremely grateful to the
new editors for stepping into our shoes. I
am expecting to read The Cowl next year
and in the years to come, and see that our
campus is still evolving for the better.
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Thanks for the Memories
by Nicole Amaral TO
Portfolio Editor Emeritus

Swan Song
Wow - I can't adequately describe
how much I don't want to be writing
this—my last Cowl piece, ever. The first
thing I wrote for The Cowl after joining
during my freshman year was a little
essay reflecting on my first semester of
college. Now I'm supposed to reflect
on all eight semesters—a daunting
task, especially considering I'm one of
those seniors who, even at this point,
doesn't like to talk about the "G"
word.
I owe a lot to Providence College —
the first and perhaps most significant
thing being my very existence.
My parents met here, and, being
the daughter of two alums, I was
indoctrinated to all things PC from
an early age. I used my mom's Junior
Ring Weekend gown to play dress

first picked up my Cowl application,
I had no intention of becoming an
editor, but now that it's happened
(and, indeed, now that its nearly
over) I'm extremely glad I decided
to go out of my comfort zone and
become more deeply involved in
something, and I urge any freshman
out there reading this to do the same.
I can't sum up my time at PC
without mentioning the people I've
met and the crazy times we've shared.
For the sake of the rest of the student
body, however, I'll keep it brief. To
Shaniqua the Plant, Midnight Pizza,
Road Crud, Valentine's Day Chinese
Food, Broom Buddy, Gang Buddy,
and Transform Me - you know who
you are. I consider myself truly
blessed to know you all. We've lived
and worked together in this pleasant
little bubble known as PC for the past
four years, and this place has been
wonderful mostly because you've
been here with me. In the wise words

IN THE WISE WORDS OF KELLY CLARKSON,
MY LIFE WOULD SUCK WITHOUT YOU
up with. I knew The Cowl was a
newspaper despite its funny name,
and that you got a free t-shirt when
you were done with Civ. There are a
bunch of pictures of me frolicking on
Slavin Lawn at my parents' various
reunion barbecues. Despite this, I
wouldn't say my decision to come
to PC was inevitable. I was leaning
towards going to Wheaton College
when something - I'm still not sure
what - told me I'd be happier at
PC. While walking around lower
campus on Accepted Students Day, I
told my parents with a lackadaisical
shrug, "I guess I'll go here." PC is by
no means a perfect institution, but as
a senior about to... you know, exit
the place indefinitely, I can only look
back on the great times I've had and
marvel that my half-hearted decision
to come here was one of the best
decisions I've ever made.
Joining The Cowl staff was also a
good decision. My dad wrote for The
Cowl and was an editor, too. When I

of Kelly Clarkson, my life would suck
without you. We've been to concerts,
survived Civ, stayed up all night,
danced til we dropped, traveled, had
our ups and downs... that's college. I
wouldn't change a thing about it.
I came to PC as an English major
with vague aspirations of going into
publishing, and will leave it a History
major with firm intentions of entering
the museum field. I've managed to
decide what I want to do with my
life, and I consider that revelation in
and of itself to be an accomplishment,
regardless of how it pans out next
year. My parents taught me to find
what I love and do it, and I'd like to
take this opportunity to thank them
for continuing to drill this into me,
despite the current economic climate.
It means the world to me.
Well, I suppose that's enough
sappiness for one swan song. Thanks
for being awesome, PC. I'll miss you.

Singing the School's Praises: A Swan Song Indeed
by Jeremiah Begley TO
Commentary Staff

Swan Song
Mother of Truth, we proudly pledge to thee
Undying love and steadfast loyalty
I did not always love the Providence
College Alma Mater. When I first heard
it at the Family Day Mass four years ago,
I remember professing disgust that the
text did not quite fit the meter of Jean
Sibelius's "Finlandia," the tune to which
it is sung. The Liturgical Choir sang well
that day, but the rhythms demanded
absurd elongations at the ends of certain
lines. I wrote the anthem off as rather
contrived attempt at a tradition.
From thee we learned tire wondrous work ofGod,
His goodness, grace, and holy power.
As I grew to love Providence College,
however, I grew also to love her Alma
Mater. Eventually, I grew to love God as
well. The truth is that Providence College

saved my life. I was teetering on a precipice
of unbelief, and she patiently kept vigil
until I collapsed into her waiting arms.
Clear hast thou shown what pathways
must be trod;
I do not wish to dwell on my own
case, for I believe my story's outline is
startlingly common. Suffice it to say that
I was one of the many who came here
for the wrong reasons, but in whom
this community transformed love of the
mundane into love of the transcendent.
As Terence Sweeney suggested in 2006,
each year our school plays Beatrice to a
dozen Dantean undergraduates. If my
writing is to be remembered at all, I hope
it is for the theme that Providence College
is a uniquely constituted conduit of grace.
All fearless now, we brave life's hour!
For me and my colleagues in the Class of
2010, life's hour is beginning alarmingly soon.
We are not all fearless-far from it The next
few years are to be fraught with uncertainly
all around. At the same time, if we ask for

and receive the theological virtue of hope,
we shall remain free from fear throughout
our trials. In the midst of any worry we shall
trust in the power of the Holy Spirit.
Though failure frown, though kindly
fortune smile,
Firm our advance, naught can us e'er beguile.
There will be bad news and setbacks.
There will be losses and hardship. There
will be discouragement and even despair.
But for us, no problem is permanent. With
our liberal educations, we can adjust to
any eventuality. While some dismiss the
core curriculum as useless, we know it
to be the most practical course of study
of all. We have been taught how to read,
how to write, how to think. With the
wisdom of the Western tradidon on our
side, "naught can us e'er beguile" indeed.
To honor bound, to love and virtue sworn,
Lift we our voice in full acclaim.
One rarely hears the Alma Mater. It is
sung at the aforementioned Family Day
Mass, and at Commencement. To hear

it between being accepted and receiving
one's degree, however, one's best bet is to
go to the Academic Convocation at the
start of each school year. There are people
on this campus—very few, perhaps, but
these blessed folk exist—who know the
whole thing by heart. After hearing it for
four years, the rhythms cease to grate, and
the text begins to sink into one's soul. I have
come to love it—just in time to depart.
Our lives shall thee with noble deeds adorn;
We are now and forevermore delegates
from Providence College to tire world
at large. She has given us much, and we
owe her a tremendous debt of gratitude.
The best way to repay her is to live well,
to enrich her reputation through our
admirable acts. I hope I shall live a life
worthy of Providence College, my alma
mater. I love this institution and tire people
who compose it. And I confide that I
will almost certainly be crying, perhaps
profusely, as we stand and sing:
Hail Providence! We praise thy name!

Good Luck Class of 2010!
-The Cowl
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Looking back, what is one thing you wish you
had learned at freshman orientation?

"How bad Ray food is. Ray Hall sucks!"
Ray Hall '10

"The difference between a Freshman and a Frenchman."
Peter Cunis '10

"Civ, that class is wack!"
Kenneth Chabert '10

"No drunk texting or dialing at 4 AM."
Chris Morrison '10

"Beware of Clubbies."
Katy Marks '10, Matt Hassen '10

"The tunnels under campus are really cool."
Justin Ferrante '10, Sean Jones '10

"Where Gryffindor House is on campus."
-Emma Watson

